FIRE BELOW

take his life.   To make quite sure of his prey,
he had rightly taken his time.   By the time he
was in position, Grieg had grown sick of trying
to   start   the   engine   and   had   opened   the
bonnet and was cursing and peering within.
When he looked up from his business, there was
Rowley on the opposite side of the car, pistol
in hand.   Before he could move, Rowley had
fired at his forehead, but to his horror the
pistol had failed to go off.   To stand  still,
fumbling, was fatal, and Rowley had leaped
for cover with all his might.   Had Grieg stood
his ground, he could hardly have missed his
man : as it was, he fired under the car and the
bullet went wide.
The result was a deadlock.
Grieg lay behind his wheel, and, twenty feet
distant, Rowley behind his stump, each of them
waiting and watching for the other to move.
And I lay a little apart, waiting and watching
my spider and wondering dismally whether my
hour was come.
We might, I suppose, have stayed where we
were until dark.   Indeed, I think we must have ,
done so, had not a strange thing happened to
cut our Gordian knot.
I became aware of some sound which was
faintly disturbing the silence I found so hard
to andure. It was half a rustle and half a
medley of thuds, and, after a little, swelled
into tlie movement of bodies and the patter of
many feet. The next instant my nose declared
tike approad* of a flock of goats,
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